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«What Fools Ghese /fortals Be!”’ 


WHEN handing out the credit, don’t forget Etukishook and 
Ahwelsh, positively the first couple to dance on the 
North Pole. 





‘“ 


Mrs. J. P. Kernocuan, of Newport, thinks that the 

American man is spoiling the American woman 

by giving her too many luxuries. It seems imperti- 
nent to differ with 

Newport, but even a 


a Newporter might = || mete 

recollect that the <a || — 

income of the —_ls;-") ~~ jp 
=== : > — 


average man in 
this country is 
about $400 a = Pe 
year. If it is 
possible to 
liveand have 

children and 
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MEER ¢ RP 
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B-R-R-R! make a syb- 
THE CONSTITUTION FOLLOWS arite of a 
THE FLAG. 


woman on 
$400 a year, 
many a hundred thousand of 
us would gladly send stamps 
to Newport for details. 
N 
(GOVERNMENT OFFICIALS in 
Washington are afraid 
that tsetse flies hatched from 
the Roosevelt trophies will 
spread the sleéping sickness. 
But shucks! Some kind of 
a tsetse has been operating 
in Washington for years. 
Ki 
[N ENGLAND a season’s 
grouse-shooting costs the 
huntsman about five dollars 
a bird. At this rate a poor 
man’s shooting activities 
must be limited to bringing 
down an occasional second 
joint. 
Ne 
Dr. Coox’s ability to stand 
the strain of polar stillness 
and desolate solitude was due 
in the main to the fact of his 
being a Brooklynite. The 
Arctic night has no terrors of 
silence for anyone who is used to 
certain uptown Brooklyn thorough- 
fares after nine in the evening. 









BY OUR SPECIAL ARTIST. 


BROOKLYNITES CELEBRATING THE ACHIEVEMENTS OF THEIR FELLOW the 
TOWNSMEN, COOK AND PEARY. 


THE FATHER of thirty-eight children died in an Indiana almshouse. 
Seems as if he might just as well have race-suicided. 
N 
SPOKANE is preparing to give President Taft an apple dinner, 
which it hopes to make as famous as the ’possum feed of the 
South. We presume that some new brand of apple will be christened 
Big Bill in honor of the event, but it makes us weary when we think 
that only eternal vigi- 
\,__ lance on the part of 
- the police will pre- 
vent the novelty 
trade from putting 
= —_ out a doll called the 
Billy Pippin. 
" 

THE Liverpool suf- 
fragettes have 
begun to hurl bricks 
and bottles. Cer- 
tainly it would 
have been more 
ladylike had 
they confined 
their hurling to 

invectives. 

“<= 

Tue Sun has 
printed so 
much lament- 
able comedy 


/ ‘ 


about William 
Allen White 
that one is 


forced to be- 
lieve Papa Platt 
himself a worker 
in the cohort of 
“bright young 
men.” 
‘Xe 


N THIS march were 
procured 101 musk 
oxen, 7 bears, and 
335 hares. —Dr. Cook, 

And Theodore 
took the trouble to 
go to Africa to 
shoot, when he 
could have had 
just as much sport 
in the Arctic, be- 
sides discovering 
Pole into the 
bargain! 













































LONG have liked the old god, Pan, 
T And why, I do not know; 
Except that just to sit and pipe, 

Has always pleased me so. 
For one forgets all present needs 
While playing on the cheerful reeds. 



























With beard and horns, and hoofs, ’tis true, 
Though he was picturesque, 
He was not beautiful at all, 
But more, by far, grotesque ; 
Pine-garlanded—a crooked staff — 
He was a sight to make men laugh. 
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But shepherds loved the old god, Pan, — 
Immortals loved him too ; 
And when the gods were out of sorts 
He’d cheer them through and through; 
And though half-goat, yet, what ’s the odds, 
If you can pipe to please the gods ! 









It seems a simple life to sit 
And pipe ; and yet, somehow, 

You cannot always catch the ear 
Of gods and mortals now ; 

So, though he were but half a man, 

I say I liked the old god, Pan! 

Blanche Elizabeth Wade. 
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“He got in all right, and there were the jewels lying on the 

ee dindibinss dinate a hundred thousand dollars’ worth, The job was 

HEke was Griff Dugan,” began Dig Booth, as easy as falling out of bed; all he had to do was to pick them up 

‘4 giving a final pat to the newly-filled pipe. and go out the same way as he came in. He was walking down 
“Some folks could never figure out the street whistling to himself and 

whether he had good luck or bad luck.” thinking of what he would do with i 









il 


“That’s queer,” I said, extending a the money. Sheeny Epstein would mt 
match. “There usually isn’t much doubt — give him four or five thousand for 


as to whether a man is lucky or unlucky. the lot, and that would keep the 


I never heard of the happy medium.” family in luxury for some time. 
“T guess you never heard of Griff’s case.” “He’d got a block from the 
I shook my head, and he went on. house when somebody tapped him 


“Well, Griff was a second-story man, andhe_ on the shoialder. It was, all he 
knew the game as well as anybody; but in all could do to keep from running, but 
the years he was in the business he never got he kept his nerve and looked at the 
away with a haul from the place he robbed—always fellow; then he saw it was Dirt Par- 
got caught some way.” , sons, the meanest man that ever 

q! “There certainly wasn’t much good luck about that,” — lived. sae 
I broke in. “<«T saw the whole thing,’ he 
“I don’t know whether there was-or not.” Dig shook his tells Griff, ‘an’ it’ll just cost you 

head. “He was a burglar for ten years, yet never served a term in half to shut me up.’ 


jail, and always lived in a fine house and kept his family in the __ “Griff knew he’d squeal all 
swellest style. right, so he got the bag out and 

“The last big haul he made was at the Valbruen house uptown. was going to divide, when Dirt hit 
He spent three weeks getting next to the burglar-alarm system, the him over the head with a blackjack: EBONY REPARTEE. 
habits of the servants, and such, and he finally picked out a night and skipped. PEN RL 
after the family had returned from the swell Charity Ball, because “When he came to he was in the at buh? Lae aN 
Mrs. Valbruen would have to leave her diamonds in the house until hospital with a cop and a man with a me . ~ T'se gwine at —dat's whah 
the bank opened next day. Vandyck beard standing beside the bed. I'se gwine at! 








r is an exciting moment when vou hear the name of your summer resort pro- 
nounced for the first time. 








Then he knew it was all up, for he recognized 
the man as Mr. Valbruen. 

“When they saw Griff open his eyes, Mr. 
Valbruen smiled— sarcastically, Griff thought 

—and said: 
“*: Well, my man, that was a pretty close 
call. Do you think you can talk now?’ 
“He reckoned he could ; they had him 
dead to rights, and he thought he might as 
well have it over with.” 

“That was hard luck all 
right,” I interposed, “losing the 
jewels, and then being arrested 
for stealing them.” 

“Wait until you hear the 
rest,” Dig said, impatiently. “Then 
the detective says: 

“*How did you happen to 

see the man come out of Mr. 
ADS Valbruen’s house ?’ 

“ Griff nearly fainted with sur- 

A CONFIRMED OLD prise at that, but, being naturally 

BACHELOR. quick-witted, he answered: 

**] was walking uptown when 
I saw him jump out of a side window. When I went to 
grab him he hit me over the head with a little club!’ 
“*A blackjack,’ puts in the detective, smiling at his 
ignorance. 

*¢Could you describe him ?? Mr. Valbruen asks. 

“*Well,’ Griff began, closing his eyes and appearing 
to think deeply, ‘he was a short man, with red hair—and 
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said he only went to Eps to find out if they were genuine. The 
story was too blamed fishy, and the cop made him, shut up mighty 
quick, and lugged him off to jail. 

“Mr. Valbruen gave Griff a check for five thousand and a gold 
watch all engraved on the inside, telling about his heroic action. 
Then he got a reward of two hundred from the police, and the 
bunch was so glad that Dirt got it in the neck, they made up a 
purse of-a hundred more. So, you see, Griff cleaned up fifty-three 
hundred without getting a haul.” 








he had a scar over his left eye.’ 

“*Dirt Parsons!’ the detective exclaimed. ‘We've 
been trying to land him for two years!’ and he hustled out. 

“When he had gone, Mr. Valbruen told Griff how they 
found him. A policeman had seen Dirt hand him the knock- 
out, but if he had appeared a minute before he would have caught 
Griff coming out of the house. 

“He kept talking about diamonds and Valbruen’s, and when 
the cop~heard that the house had been robbed he naturally sup- 
posed Griff had seen the burglar come out and been laid low while 
trying to nab him. ‘They never suspected that he’d robbed the 
house before Dirt robbed him. 

“Well, the detective nabbed Dirt as he was selling the spark- 
lers to Epstein. Of course he told the detective how Griff robbed 
the house and Ae caught him; tried to make himself out a hero, and 
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IN THE PROHIBITION BELT. 


‘**To-night, old man, I’ve got a treat for you. I’m going to open u 
a bottle of ’84 Lydia Pinkhem.” 


pO 






UNCOMPLIMENTARY. 


Miss Hoc.—I thought you were a friend of Mr. Gander’s ? 
Why did you cut him so cruelly ? 

Miss SHEEP.—He told acertain person I was ‘‘all wool and 
a yard wide!” 





-“T’ll take it all back,” I declared. ‘“ Griff was the luckiest 

man I ever heard of!” 

“That was just the beginning. When you hear the rest may be 

you won’t be so ready with your decision. 

“Griff put the five thousand in the bank, and went down to 

the races with the three hundred, hoping to make some more. 

But luck went against him, and he was down to his 

last ten-spot. He thought he might as well lose 
that too, so he put it on a hundred-to-one shot — 
and the blame thing won! 

“That made him seven hundred to the good, 
and he thought he’d celebrate with a bottle of 
wine. He was waiting for the wine when a fellow 
comes up and, greeting him like a long-lost 
brother, insisted on buying Griff everything in the 
house. He didn’t know the man from Adam, 
but he’d met so many people since the papers 
played him up for a hero he thought it was all 
right, and he didn’t say anything. ‘The man was 
dressed swell and had a ring with a diamond in it 
as big as a walnut, and he wouldn’t even let 
Griff put his hand in his pocket —wanted to pay 
for everything. 

—— “They talked for quite a while, and finally the 
/ stranger went out and left Griff asleep in the 
a! NN Ps chair. When the place closed they led him out on 
Bz the sidewalk and left him. 

“He was standing up against a lamp-post, 
thinking of nothing in particular, when he hap- 
pened to notice a fellow tinkering with a big auto 
in the middle of the road. Griff heard him use a 
couple of bad-sounding words, then saw him throw 
= aie. down the wrench he was holding and shout: 
Levering, “‘Darn it! I’d sell the blasted thing for a 

hundred, just to get rid of it!’ 

“Griff had always wanted to own a car, and 

when he heard the man say that he started to go to 
him. After executing a series of parabolic curves in 

p the street he lands alongside the fellow and speaks up: 

*¢T’ll give you a hundred for the machine.’ 
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Griff with the machine. He was poking the ‘insides with a screw- 
driver when a fellow walked up to him. 
*¢Can’t you make it go, Mister?’ he asks. 
“Griff admitted that he could n’t, and the stranger 
offered to help him. After monkeying with it a few 
minutes, the engine started to go, and he told 
Griff he’d drive him home. 
**Do you think you can handle it the rest of 
the way?’ the man queried, when they were in 
the heart of the city. ‘I get off here.’ 
y 5 “Griff reckoned he could, and he put his hand 
ee a a ii —" in his pocket easy, so the fellow would n’t know 
4 BY : it, to pull out a bill for his trouble. 

“The roll was gone again! He pulled out his 
.38, and jabbing it into the fellow’s ribs, hisses: 

““* Now, you son-of-a-gun, turn right round; 
there ’s a police-station a block back, and I’m 
going to see you pinched!’ 

When they landed in the office the sergeant 
jumped up from his desk and yelled: 

“*Where did you get him?’ And a couple 
of policemen rushed up. 

“<Tt’s Gimlet McGune!’ the sergeant -ex- 
plained. ‘There's five hundred reward on him. 
How did you do it?’ 

“ Griff started to tell him, but when he men- 


IZ tioned the automobile the sergeant rushed out 
ii ASSAR PLAYS FOOTBALL. ZZ = : é . , ' 
berate Oh. girl ‘WY ZZ ——=.. ci in front; in a minute he comes back all out 
STUDENTS ON CAMPUS.— , girls, --Litlldea — ; = € tees 
; a of breath. 
Rane Gain, Ce ee Sena = = = SS “é¢That’s it! That’s the machine!’ Then he 





_ tells Griff the auto belongs to Rogers, the million- 

aire, who’d just telephoned that he would give a hundred 

“<All right,’ says the man, and Griff thought his face looked fo, its return. « Well, he was so blamed astonished at the-way things 
familiar, but he was n’t sure. . were coming he’d for- 
“Well, Griff dug down in his pocket for the roll—it was gotten all about the roll, 
gone! Somebody had got next to it, and here was a chance to andwhen one of thecops 
buy a three-thousand-dollar car for a hundred! Pretty hard luck,eh? took jt out of Gimlet’s 
“He put his hand down deeper, thinking may be the wad was pocket he starts to tell 

in the bottom of his pocket. He felt something he knew didn’t  ahout it, but the ser- 


ri belong there, and pulled his hand out—there was a diamond as big geant breaks in again: 
as a walnut! ‘The fellow in the restaurant had relieved him of the “Gee whiz, a 
roll, and when he had his hand in Griff’s pocket the stone came out thousand in phony 
of the ring. money! That’s enough 
“The shock almost sobered him up, and when the stranger to put any man behind 
saw the spark he says quick: the bars!’ 
“<T’ll give you the car and a thousand for that stone!’ “Then Griff knew 


“Of course he took him up; so you see he got his thousand why the fellow that sold 
back and the auto besides. After completing the deal the man left jm the.car looked so 
familiar. It was 

the guy that rob- 
bed him in the 
restaurant. He 
had missed the 
Zh stone and had 
" It fj | = : . 
lo ili rigged upa plant 
Sali! to get it back. 
“After being 
congratulated on 
his good luck he 
started home, 
He did n’t feel so 
sore about the 
loss of the thou- 














sand. When he DO NOT JUDGE HASTILY. 
gotthe reward for ’ At first glance it may not seem neces- 
McGune and the sary for them to sit so close. 

machine hé’d be (Over, please.) 


three hundred to 

the good, and that was a pretty fair day’s work, even for a 
burglar. When he got about a block from the house he 
saw it was on fire. He was crossing the street on a run 
when the fire-engine came dashing around the corner and ran 
over him. He died in the hospital next day, after hearing 
that his house had been burned down with everything in it. 
When his wife wrote about his life-insurance she found out it 
had expired the day before Griff got killed. Then, to top it 
off, the bank where he had his money failed and they lost it all. 
THE WAR GAME. “So you see that ’s the reason Mrs. Dugan takes in boarders, 
Husky PRIVATE (who has just given small umpire a slight token of his and why some folks could never figure out whether Griff was 

esteem).— He said I was dead! lucky or unlucky.” Clinton H. Stagg. 























THE MODERN HIRAM. 


FURTIVE eye; a jaw not plump, and always just three days 
unshaven; 

A thin-lipped mouth, tobacco-dyed, which for a wheedling 
tongue’s a haven; 

Cap, tattered overalls, and coat are redolent of horse and 
stable ; 

“His name’s Hi Medders,” you ’re informed, “and say— 
he'll cheat ye if he’s able!” 

























































He suns himself by hitching-rack ; to all appearances he’s 
dreaming. 
He always has a horse or two, of very doubtful outward seeming. 
They ’re spavined, wind-broke, sore, and lame; their legs are thick with knobs 
and bosses. 
But drive right past: don’t fuss with Hi. He makes his /omg “trading 
hosses ! ”’ : 
Ten years slip by ; your horse you’ve sold, because he’s quite gone out of 
fashion ; 
A trim red car of goodly speed is now the object of your passion. 
Perhaps the gasoline runs low; well, then, at yonder Crossroads, tell it,— 
You rub your eyes with mild amaze,—for here comes Medders out to sell it! 


The same old Hiram, you ’ll observe; the furtive eye is still eluding. 

In lean and leathern jaw, pray note, a “husky chaw ”’ is still protruding ; 

The overalls are just the same—I think we’re right in thus assuming— 

No, changed somewhat; with motor-oil the ambient air they ’re now per- 
fuming. 


A punk old car stands by the door; one tire is weak, the fender ’s battered ; 
The engine misses wheezily, and just see how the cushion’s tattered ! 
Hi Medders says: “ Friend, 
there’s acar! But I would 
a . dicker, I allow,”’— 
| Throw in the high-speed 
clutch and FLY: he’s 
“trading autymobeels” 
now! 





M. J. Phillips. 
we 


IN BATTLE ARRAY. 


Les Boston Herald 

lays claim to moder- 
ation in its estimate of 
the cost, which it places 
at $50,000, of the 
clothes in which the 
Smith College girls 
graduated this year. 

And so they fare 
forth to the Battle of 
Life. 

However, American 
men are notoriously easy 
marks in their own fam- 
ilies, and by that the 
Battle will be something 
less stern. More women 
than a few, it is likely, 
keep on dressing at sub- 
stantially the clip that 
they learned in college, 

yet have so little need to 
fight with their husbands 

for the wherewithal that 
Life with them, in all its ramifications, may scarcely be accounted 
a Battle at all. 











—YOU MAY BE WRONG. 


It was necessary, aS you see. 


They 
have but one pair of field-glasses. 


NOT UP TO DATE. 


AGAZINE Eprror.—Your people must be thoroughly up to date. 
ScriBBLER. —I thought they were! 
Epiror.—No, indeed! You say: “He put his arm around 
her waist.” ‘This will never do. In the first place, she has no 
waist; and, in the second place, he would knock her hat off. 
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he unhappy are they who can’t sleep on a full stomach, and 
prominent in society to sleep on any other. 


APTER. THE BLAST. 
ANECDOTE FIEND.—And this reminds me of a peach of a story 
I heard last night at the club. 





THE PARABLE OF THE GOOD INSURGENT. 


A CERTAIN Consumer went down from Jerry-land to Joshing-done, 
and fell among the Tariff-makers, which taxed all his raiment, 
and swindled him, leaving him dead-broke. 

And by chance there came down a certain High-Priest of Pro- 
tection that way; and when he saw him he passed by on the otiver 
side, 

And likewise an Easternite, when he 
was at the place, came and looked on 
him, and passed by on the other 
side. 

But a certain Insurgent, as he 
journeyed, came where he was; 
and when he saw him he had 
compassion on him. - 

And went to him, and took 
up his cause, pouring out many 
speeches setting forth his wrongs, 
and brought him some comfort, 
and took care to vote for him 
every time. 

Which now of those three, 
thinkest thou, was neighbor to 
him that fell among Tariff- 
makers, and will get the crown 
of recompense when a new king is 
chosen ?: 





SERF BATHING. 


are too 
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PRICE OF OPPORTUNITY. 






























_ ——- a or : PF as ; 
ee a emernes ae te MarSHAL.— Ye can’t git a drink under any cir- 
= AGT OE cumstances in this town. 
STRANGER (fingering a roll of bills).—Then I 


suppose I'll have to give it up. 
q Town MARSHAL (lowering 
: et voice). — Well, say—I’ll 
1 y make the circumstances 

two dollars, just to accom- 
modate ye. 







SCANDALOUS. 
M*: CHEATHAM.—I be- 
lieve I shall have to 
give up bridge. 
Miss Frank. — Really ? 
Wasn't the game worth the 
scandal ? 


A PROVISION. pet » # 





i LINEMAN. — Madan, we are 
going to string some poles in front AN OFF-HAND WAY OF 
of your house. SPEAKING. 

Mrs. Backwoops.— Go ahead. But 
mind, the baby’s asleep, so don’t do any shootin’ into the 
furriners after ye lynch ’em. 


IN THE ASYLUM. 





EEPER.—This man went crazy fearing he’d forget the combina- 
= tion. 
IN THE MUSEUM. Vistror.—A bank-clerk, I suppose ? 


: "eo roprp —__N . > . pias Ronee 
MAMMA.—Willie, this is a warming-pan. They were in use KEEPER.—No, sir; an expert cocktail mixer! 


many years ago. 
WILLIE.—Wow! I’m mighty glad that I live to-day instead HIS WAY. 

of then. That makes a hair-brush or a slipper look pretty soft, Fg BreauticiRL.—He kissed me at the door, but promised 

does n’t it? not to tell. 


‘ Do.iy Swirr.—And, of course ———? 
_ " . ; anil . 4 ! 
UNLAWFUL. SPEED. Gapys BeautiGirL.—Oh, he repeated it before he left! 
HE charge against you,” said the Magistrate, . “nn , 7 — ms 
“Is that of walking at.a furious rate. Ye — Se 
















“?T is further charged against you that 
last night 
You trod the public streets without a 
light. 
“Four miles an hour upon a 
public way 
is most preposterous; what 








{ 
have you to say?” 
“ Please, sir,” the pedestrian said, 
“ Without a light because my oil 
was spent. 
“ But surely this policeman here will 
tell 
=—=— That | did not neglect to ring my bell.” 
| “Sir,’’? quoth the Magistrate, in tones 
quite gruff, 
Simply to ring your bell was not 
enough. 
“We are resolved, let me again repeat, 
To protect autos in the public street. 
“ Only last week a coupé was much hurt 
By an unlucky child who did a ‘spurt.’ 
“The car was blood-stained, and its front destroyed, 
The Garage Company was much annoyed. 
“We must protect our autos, if we can, 
Against the reckless, bold pedestrian. 
“Fine: Ten dollars and costs, sir—your defense is vain, 
And never walk without your light again!” 
Pp Amy R. Miller. 
s = is something tremendously human about the sun. At IN MODERN MERRY ENGLAND. 
y ‘ morning and evening, when it looks biggest and the most im- Tue EL_pest Son.—Beastly awkward of you, Pater, to leave us like this. 
posing, it gives off the least heat. Think of the deuced heavy inheritance-tax we shall have to pay! 
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FIXING HIS STATUS. 


voGy yuh a minute, Brudder Clank; I dess wants to ax yo’,” 
began an obfusticated-appearing colored man upon meeting 

a sage old citizen in the high-road. “A sawtuh wild- 

lookin’ pusson come to muh house at suppah-time, 

day befo’ yiste’d’y, an’ marched in like a conq’in’ 

hero, tromped on de dog, sot hisse’f down to 

de table, an’ ’gunter rotch dis way an’ dat. 
*«Doesn’t yo’ organize what de Scripter 
says ‘bout ente’tainin’ angels underwear?’ 
says he, when I picked up de wagon- 
spoke dat I uses to ’spostulate wid 

muh wife in an argymunt —at sich times as 

de lady don’t beat me to it. 

««Punnuh nuthin’ ’bout angels,’ I says, ‘’sep- 
pin’ I never heahed tell of angels goin’ ’round 
reekin’ wid gin and smellin’ like polecats! Wait . 
twell I bounces dis hick’ry on yo’ head!’ 

«Would yo’ smite de servant o’ de Lawd ?’ 
says he. ‘Lawd has done moved me to prophesy.’ 

“«Mebby so, sah,’ I says, ‘uh-kaze I’s no- 
diced yuh of late dat de Lawd moves in a mys- 
terious way his blunders to puffawm. But, all de 
same, yo’ gotter show me/ Do some prophesyin’, 
sah!’ 

“ Well-uh, wid dat, he laid back an’ ’nounced 
dat tur’ble times was at hand, wid war an’ roomers 
o’ war, an’ comics in de sky; de cullud race was to 
be put back inter slav’ry, ol’ Satan wuz to be loosened, 
an’ a pestilence wuz to sweep off de watahmillions an’ coon- 
























THE WAY I* HAPPENED. 


dogs an’ all sich as dat; an’ woun’ up uh-hollerin’ ‘Woe! woe! With determined mien John Alden started the phonograph. 
woe!’ twell he like to uh-skeered me sensible an’ turned muh black ‘*Why don’t you speak for yourself, John?” snapped Priscilla. 


wife blue. And he’s right dar yit, eatin’ an’ sleepin’ like he 
owned de place, an uh-mo’nin’ ‘ Woe!’ every time he’s ’sturbed. 





An’ I wants to ax yo’, am de man a prophet, or aiv’¢ he? He’s seen many things in his time. ‘“1’s done read up on de prophets 
sho’ got me an’ muh wife plumb bluffed!” right sharply, an’ knows consid’able ’bout ’em. Am dish yuh pus- 
“Uh-well, sah,” judicially replied old Brother Clank, who had _ son sawtuh mean-lookin’ out’n his eyes, an’ wid a big voice?” 








“Yassah; an’ dirty!” 

“And dirty. Umbh-uh! An’ wants 
somebody else to s’po’t him in his lazi- 
ness? An’ never promises nuthin’ good, 
but allus suppin’ dad? Den, I’s sorry 
to say, sah, ’cawdin’ to de rules and reggy- 
lations, de gen’leman am a prophet. I’s 
had muh eye on dem prophets most 0’ 
muh life, sah, an’ never ’skivered one yit 
but what was a no-count so’head. 
Never fo’tells no  blessin’s, but allus 
c’lamities; an’ don’t ’peah to know nuthin’ 
but woe an’ deir own appetites. Yassah, 
de scoun’rel has got all de yeah-marks of 
a prophet; got’em all. But, lemme whis- 
pah to you’, Brudder Maudle: Dis yuh 
pusson claims to be a servant o’ de Lawd; 
well, de Lawd’s over dar at de big shed- 
meetin’ at Tumlinville all dis week, busy 
he’pin’ dem shoutin’ evangelists— dess go 
on home an’ maul dis yuh prophet an’ 
chase him into de creek, an’ git shet o’ 
him befo’ de Lawd finds out what’s goin’ 
on. An’—uh-yaw! haw! haw!—come 
wid me twell I hobbles home an’ changes 
muh cane fur a pick-han’le, an’ I'll go 
right along wid yo’. Prophet!— lez see 
if he kin prophesy we ’re comin’ befo’ we 
gits dar!” Tom P. Morgan. 





GOATS, HUMAN AND OTHERWISE. 


’ 


** Je@mes,” said his father sternly, as his oldest left home for the Freshman year, ‘‘ don’t let me 
hear of your taking part in any of the foolish and degrading initiations of these so-called college 
fraternities,” 

sut two weeks later, father reported himself as very much struck by the stately and impressive 


ceremonies which signalled his own introduction into the Plumed Helmet Chapter of the Royal 
Knights of the Universe. 








Ry is when they are going to show you picture-cards of the summer 


resort and can’t find them. 


MONEY. 


N° SOONER had money been sent into 
the world, than men began doing 
all manner of queer things with the stuff. 
But it was when men married money that the 
gods were particularly astonished and amused. 
“What fools these mortals be!” they 
snickered, 


See 



































Pa 


y| 


3 





4 


((( 


SOME MORE UNWRITTEN LAW. 


PUCK 














MOTOR-CAR_ DEFINITIONS. 


Commonly absent, driving in the Park. 
“That will be extra’? — favorite remark. 


OWNER. 
Writing checks, and mutters in between: 
“Costs more than anything I’ve ever seen.” 





CHAUFFEUR. 
Daily attends court to asseverate 
He was n’t going more than 7 or 8. 


GARAGE-KEEPER. 
Endorses checks. Thus runs his cheery chat: 
“It absolutely must have this or that.” 


CON STABLE. 
Habitat, bushes. Harken! In his slumber 
The mystic words he utters: “Number? Number?” 
Syx Cyl. 
Pd 


WALL-STREET ARITHMETIC. 


iy Joun Smiru has bought a thousand shares of stock 
on margin, and goes home at night and tells his wife 
he made a thousand dollars, and then the next day the. 
stock goes down ; and if on the third day he goes home 
and tells his wife he made a thousand dollars; and on 
the fourth day the stock goes down; and on the fifth 
day he goes home and tells his wife he made a thousand dol- 
lars, how does he stand ? 
ANSWER.—It all depends on whether his wife is accustomed to 
the. ways of gamblers in telling their winnings and concealing their 
losses. If she is, he is just even, because, whatever he won, he 
went out and spent on one big, uproarious time. If she is not, he 
is probably about two thousand dollars out, because, acting on his 
tip, she went out shopping and spent that much on near- Turkish 
rugs, Chippendales, foulards, bathing-suits, and porch furniture. 






























“THE GLASS OF FASHION.” 


‘Soe deuce, old chap; I cawnt go to the party. I 
have no collah-buttons. 
Reccir.—Go across the street and buy some, deah fellow, 
CHotiy.— But I cawnt. Nobody has my measurements ex- 
cept my tailah, dontcherknow. 

















A WAR-GAME HERO. 


THE GIRL (ecstatically).— Just think, father! When the color- 
sergeant tripped and fell, George grabbed the flag and charged the 
battery, although theoretically riddled with bullets! f 


Younc Lapy.—Give me one yard 
of — why, haven’t I seen you before? 

DRaAPER’s ASSISTAN'’.— Oh, Maud, 
have you forgotten me? I saved your 
life at the seaside last summer! 

Younc Lapy (warmly ).— Why, of 
course you did. Then you may give 
me two yards of the ribbon, please, — 
Illustrated Bits. 





PHILIP MORRIS 


bef ORIGINAL LONDON 


CIGARETTES 


Just the 
classiest smoke 


ever made 








CURES 


BROMO-. 
SELTZER 


HEADACHES ae, 


10¢,25¢,50¢ & $199 Bottles. 





| Witty.—You see, it was this way. 
They were all three so dead in love with 
her, and all so eligible, that to settle the 
matter she agreed to marry the one who 
should guess the nearest to her age. 

ARTHUR.—And did she ? 

WiLLy.—I don’t know. I know that 
she married the one who guessed the 
lowest.— Exchange. 














“T’d like to get a job on a news- 
paper.” 

“Had any experience as a jour- 
nalist ?” None.” 

“Then what could you do on a 
newspaper ?” 

“Seems to me that I could dish out 
excellent advice of some kind.”— 
Courier-Journal. ; 
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THE HELPING HAND. 


‘It makes no difference, mein friend, dot you work in a 
sweat-shop. Chust step inside, und for five cents I gif you de 
best handkerchief in der city for viping off all dot sweat.” 


Every lover of a good cocktail should insist that 
Abbott’s Bitters be used in making it ; insures your 


getting the very best. 
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Ever wanted a cocktail, 
and found that gin, ver- 
mouth or whiskey had run 
outP This never happens with 

CLuB COCKTAILS in the house. 
Keep a bottle on hand and have 
the best cocktail in the world 
always ready for serving. 






Martini (gin base) Man- 

hattan (whiskey 

base) are alJ-. 
ways popular. 












G. F. HEUBLEIN 
& BRO. 


, Hartford New York 





OnE of the wittiest of Parisians, in 
a friend’s box at the Opera, was listen- 
ing to “Thais,” or rather trying to do 
so, for his hostess talked incessant!y 
and deadened the music with her shrill 
voice. At the end of the opera she in- 
vited him to the next subscribers’ night. 
“With pleasure,” replied he; “I have 
never heard you in ‘ Faust’!”— Exch. 











Bunner’s Short Stories 














H. C. BUNNER 





SHORT SIXES 


They will delight all sorts ard conditions of 
readers. — Pittsburgh Dispatch, 


Ss 
MADE IN FRANCE 


Though the creations are de Maupassant’s the style 
is Bunner’s, and we are well acquainted with that 
quaint humor and originality.—Detroit Free Press. 


bg 
THE SUBURBAN SAGE 


Mr. Bunner in the present volume writes in his most happy mood.— Boston Times 


THE RUNAWAY BROWNS 


Will bring more than one hearty laugh even 
from those unused to smile. —W., P. &@ S. Bulletin. 


+ 
MORE SHORT SIXES 


You smile over their delicious absurdities, per- 
haps, but never roar because they are ‘‘awfully 
funny.” — Boston Times. 





















PRICE, in Cloth :: 


: 2: $1.00 per Volume. 














For sale by all Booksellers, 


or by mail from the Publishers on receipt of price. 








Address: PUCK, 
295-309 Lafayette Street, New York. 
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One EXceprTIoN. 
“ LIKE does not always cure like.” 
“ Such as what ?” 
“You can’t always make a hit by 
going on a strike!” —Baltimore Amer- 
ican. 


HarpD TO PLEASE. 
SHe.—I’ll never have another pho- 
tograph taken. 
He.—Why not ? 
SHE.—If it looks like me I don’t like 
it, and if it flatters me my friends don’t 
like it.—.S¢. Louis Times. 


manne 


HUNTER 


BALTIMORE 





Touristr.—Is it true that no drink- 
ing is permitted on the passenger- 
trains in this State? 

THE Depot-MastER.—It’s true. 


Tourist. — What time does the 
next freight-train leave? — Pla: 
Dealer. 


A PURE REFINED TONIC 
AND HEALTHFUL STIMU- 
LANT GIVES A CHARM TO 


HOSPITALITY 


THe Docror.— Nonsense! You 
have n’t got a cancer. Booze is what 
ails you! You must stop drinking at 
once! 

Tue Souse.—Gee ! Is that serious ? 
Why, doctor, I thought it was some 
simple thing that could be helped by 
an operation! — Cleveland Leader. 


Sold at all first-class cafes and by jobbers. 
WM. LANAHAN & SON, Baltimore, Md. 


Mr. Green.—Now, I’m going to 
tell you something, Ethel. Do you 
know that last night, at your party, 
your sister promised to marry me? I 
hope you ’ll forgive me for taking her 
away P 

LirrLe EtHet.—Forgive you, Mr. 
Green? Of course I will. Why, 
that’s what the party was for.—£Z-x- 
change. 
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AT THE INN. 


‘*But, Mr. Wiggins, he’s that playful he wants to have a game 
with you.”’ 

‘Yes, Elvira, but I’m sure he wants a game of hare-and-hounds, 
or prisoners’-base, or hide-and-seek, while the only game I care about 
at all is roast duck with stuffing and baked potatoes and a little 
parsley.” 





Every lover of a good cocktail should insist that 
Abbott's Bitters be used in making it; it insures your 
getting the very best. 





WITH THE ROLLING-PIN. 


__ Says a recent writer: “Marry the girl that makes you tingle when you get 
within a block of her.” 
That’s right! And divorce her when she makes your block tingle after- 
ward.— Boston Transcript. 


ON 


MILWAUKEE 


Is the Finest 


BEER 


Ever Brewed 


Ask for it at the Club, Cafe or Buffet. 
Insist on “‘Blatz’’ 
direct 





Write the VaL. BLATZ BREWING Co., mentioning this paper, for their 
interesting booklet entitled: “A Genial Philosopher.’ 





A COMPROMISE. 

“You ’ll have to send for another doctor,” said the one who had been 
called, after a glance at the patient. 

“Am I so ill as that ?” gasped the sufferer. 

“T don’t know just how ill you are,” replied the man of medicine, “but 
I know you’re the lawyer who cross-examined me when I appeared as an 
expert witness. My conscience won’t let me kill you, and I'll be harged if I 
want to cure you. Good-day.”—/Philadelphia Inquirer. 



















Williams sicxt 


The eye can be deceived — not 
so the beard. Second-rate soaps 
may look like Shaving Sticks, 
but the beard yields to nothing 
else so easily as to the rich, 
creamy lather of 


WILLIAMS’ SHAVING STICK. 


Nickeled 
Box 
Hinged 
Top 


Mailed by us postpaid on receipt of 
25c., if your druggist fails to supply 
you. Trial size (enough for fifty 
shaves) sent postpaid for 4c. in stamps 


Tue J. B.Wrrxtams Co., Dept.A, Glastonbury, Conn. 








THE IMITATION TourRIST. 
Behold the traveler returned, 
The many labels on his case; 
See how some distant sun has burned 
Its trademark on his handsome face. 


ON THE Jos. 


Miss Coy (at the garden party). — 
Let you kiss me? Certainly not! I’ve 
only known you an hour. 

Mr. Hust er (looking at his watch). 


Of Rome and Naples, far Luzerne, Well, then, suppose I come around in 


Of Paris gay, those labels tell; 
One glance at them and we may learn an hour and a quarter? — Boston 
He’s journeyed far and chosen well. Transcript. 





Now, back upon his native strand— 
Will it be polo, motoring, golf, 

To which he turns his snow-white hand clelens & RHEUMATISM 
The while the busy world doth scoff ? aa 
No one of these—that ’s not the talk— 
The ribbon counter marks his end ; 

The labels? Down in old New York 
He buys them by the yard, my friend 


—Boston Traveler. 
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dis mawnin’ ? 


gnashing of teeth 
shouted, “7 have no teeth!” 


Success. 


Mr. FLarroor.— Good-mawnin’, 


Miss SNowBaLL.— Ah ain’t gwine ncewhar dis mawnin’, Mistah Flatfoot. 
Ah done bin whar’ Ah’s gwine.— Chicago News. 


AN evangelist was exhorting his hearers to flee from the wrath to come. 
“TI warn you,” he thundered, “that ‘there will be weeping and wailing and 


At this moment an old woman in the gallery stood up. 


“Madam,” returned the evangelist severely, “they will be provided.” — 





Miss Snowball. Whar is yo’ all gwine 


YE ARGO 
No better 

than i's 
could be had 


The 
same 
is true 






“Sir,” she 














JONN JAMESO 
=x * * 


WHISKEY 


For Sale Everywhere 
W. A. TaAytorR & Co. 
AGENTS NEw YOrK 





SOLE 








Sold Everywhere 


. STEIN & CO., 215 Center Ave., Chicage 












CooK's 








Yo u 
need 
them 

the year 
round 


25:50' 


1859-1909 








A SAFER Jor. 
“So you don’t guide hunting-parties any more ?” asked the stranger. 
“Nope,” said the guide. ‘Got tired of being mistook for a deer.” 
“How do you earn a living now?” 
“Guide fishin’-parties. So far, nobody ain’t mistook me fer a fish.” — 
Kansas City Journal. 


One DeFIniTION. 

The teacher was giving a geographical lesson, and the class, having 
traveled from London to Labrador, and from ‘Thessaly to Timbuctoo, was 
thoroughly worn out. “And now,” said the teacher, “we come to Germany, 
“that important country governed by the Kaiser. ‘lommy Jones, what is a 
Kaiser ?” 

“Yes’m,” yawned Tommy Jones, “a stream o’ water springin’ up an’ 
disturbin’ the earth.”—London Skit. 


“WHEN you first saw Niagara Falls, did you feel that almost irresistible 
impulse to throw yourself over the precipice that so many experience ?” 
“No. I had n’t seen my hotel-bill yet.”—C/eveland Leader. 


THE Corpse’s Excursion. 

Cal White stuck his head in through the ticket window of Salters Depot 
railroad station and said: . 

“‘ Boss, gimme two round-trip tickets to Society Hill—one for myself ‘and 
one fur a corpse.” 

“ T never heard of nobody buying excursion tickets for corpses,’ 
agent. ‘ What’s the meaning ?” 

* Well, boss,” Cal replied, “my brother Webster died yesterday, and I 
want to take the corpse up to Society Hill and let the family view the remains, 
and then I’ll bring him back to Salters Depot here and bury him. ‘That ’I 
be a big sight cheaper than for the whole family to traipse all the way from 
Society Hill and all the way back again.” —Pittsburg Dispatch. 


’ 


SAFE. 
A kind old gentleman, seeing a very small boy carrying a lot of newspa- 
pers under his arm, was moved to pity. 
“Don’t all those papers make you tired, my boy?” 
“ Nope,” the mite cheerfully replied. 
panion. 





said the. 


“T can’t read!”— Youth's Com-- 











PUCK PROO 


S PHOTOGRAVURES FROM PUCK 





COPYRIGHT, 906, BY REPPLER SCrwaRcmaitn 








COPYRIGHT 1907, BY KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN 








These are a few examples of the 
PUCK PROOFS. Send 10 cents for 
new Catalogue with over Seventy 

| Miniature Reproductions. 





COPYRIGHT, 1906, BY KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN 




















THE LOVE SCENE. Photo Gelatine Print, 12x 9 in. 


By Gordon H. Grant. PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. 


OPrMIGRT 1807 OY KEPPLER & SCHWARIWANE 


























EVOLUTION OF THE ENGAGEMENT RING. 
By Shef Clarke. 
Photo Gelatine Print, 12 x9 in. PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. 


Copyright 1997 by Keppler & Schwarzmann. 
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ONLY FIVE MINUTES’ WALK TO THE STATION. 
By E. Frederick. 
Photogravure in Carbon Black, 15 x 19 in. 


PRICE ONE DOLLAR. 801 Third Ave., New York. 


WHEW! 
“If this isn’t the hottest day we've had, I'll eat my hat.” 
By Merle Johnson, 


Photo Gelatine Print, 8 x 12 in. 


Address PUCK, 295-309 Lafayette St., N. Y. 
The Trade supplied by Gubelman Publishing Co., 


PRICE 25 CENTS. 














SO YOU’RE GOING HOME TO-MORROW. 
By E. Frederick. 


Photogravure in Sepia, 20x15 in. PRICE ONE DOLLAR 
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BorrLeD AT THE Sprincs, Bupa Pest. HUNGARY 





WHERE IGNORANCE Is BLISS. 


Hr.—You don’t know how nervous 
I was when I proposed to you! 
Sur.— And you don’t know how 
° . * ° 
nervous I was until you did so! — 
J Vegrgendorfer Blitter. 


His DouvrsruL Stratus. 


“Engaged to that beautiful girl, 
and yet not happy ?” 

“ Well, she’s gone in by turns for 
rowing, tennis, horses, golf, and dogs. 

“Say on.” 

«“ Sometimes I wonder if I am a 
sweetheart, or merely a passing fad!” 
— Courier-Journal, 


A Goop START. 


IFaTHER.— Now, look here, you 
girls—when you grow up, one of you 
must be able to speak French, and the 
other German. 

Brenpa.—All right, Dad; Muriel 
had better learn German, because she 
can gargle best!—Punch. 








Puck’s 
Original 


Drawings 


The Original Drawing of any Illustration 
in PUCK may be bought by persons 
who desire 


A Fine Birthday Present, 
A Suitable Euchre-Party Prize, 


An Appropriate Picture for the Parlor, 
Library or “Den,” 


Or who wish to use them for decorative 
purposes generally. 

Price, Size and Character of Drawing 
will be sent on application. 

Give number of Puck and Page, and 
address 


PUCK, NEW YORK. 











eee 





HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


PAPER WAREHOUSE, 


82, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street. 


BRanon Warknouse : 20 Beekman Street, } New Yous 


All kinds of Paper made to order 





Dot onl high, gi ,dur- 
able podiels oath eee. But the polich 


to all metais,but the 







Jasts, it will shine on! It benefits all metals, minerals of 
wood while cleaning them. 25c 1 1b box. For sale by drugs 
and dealers. nd 2c stamp for sample to 

E. Washington 5%. 








Two Hirs To Spare. 


A baseball game was played in ‘Topeka once between the married men 


and the bachelors. 
A man named Flood came to bat. 


The pitcher put over a straight one, 


and Flood knocked the ball over the fence. 
Instead of starting for first base, Flood braced himself and stood stock still. 


“Run, you idiot!” screamed the spectators. 


don’t yourun?” 
“Run!” calmly queried Flood, 


“Run! Why in blazes 


‘What would I run for? I’ve got two 


more clouts at it!”"— Saturday Evening Post. 


Guest.— Mercy! 


What’s that awful profanity downstairs ? 


Hosress.— My husband has come in late and fallen over the new Persian 


prayer-rug.—Cleveland Leader. 


Mr. NewLywep. — The moths have eaten every single thing in this 


closet, Ida. 


Mrs. NewLywep.—I don’t see how they could have got in. 


I’ve kept 


the door locked all summer long.—Brookiyn Life. 








THE 


ecley 





Dwight, I. 
Marion, tnd. Gra 
Plainfield, Ind. 2 


Hot Springs, Ark. 

Denver, Col. 

West Haven, Conn, 

Washington, D.C. 
211 N. Capitol St. 






Des Moines, la. 
Crab Orchard, Ky. 
Lexington, Mass. 


Portland, Ne. 

d Rapids, M.eh. 
265 8. College Ave. 
Kansas City, Mo. 

St. Louis, Mo. 
Manchester, N. H. 


for Liquor and 
Drug Using 


A scientific remedy which has been 
skilfully and successfully administered by 
medical specialists for the past 29 years. 


At the following Keeley Institutes: 


Pittsburg, Pa. 

4246 Fifth Ave. 
Providence, KR. 1. 
Toronto, Ont., Canada. 
Winnipeg, Manitoba. 
London, England. 


Buffalo, N. Y. 
White Plains, N. Y. 
Columbus, Ohio. 
Portland. Oregon. 
Philadelphia, Pa. 
812 N. Broad St. 

















Back TO First PRINCIPLES. 


“Hips, curves, embonpoint! 


Everything has had to go.” 


“Yes; woman is pretty near down to the original rib!”— Philade/phia 


Bulletin. 


“Do you think a college education affords a man an important advantage ?” 


“Oh, yes! 
Record-Herald. 
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One has to have it in order to get into a university club. 
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A MILDER FORM. 


” 













WIL.1s.—What do you suppose was the origin of war? 
GiLiis.—Some well-meaning genius probably invented it with 


the hope that it would supplant football. 


GREAT 
“Its Purity 


BEAR SPRING 
Has Made It 
50c. per case of 6 glass stoppered bottles. 


WATER. 
Famous.” 











SURBRUG’S 


ARCADIA 
MIXTURE 


The tobacco with a regret. 

The regret is that you have wasted so many 
years before you began smoking ARCADIA 

The great brotherhood of pipe smokers, whe ap- 
preciate a soothing and meditative pipe, and are 
trying to find a tobacco that_ satisfies rfectly, 
will find their ideal in ARCADIA MIXTURE. 

If you have never had the luxury of smoking 
ARCADIA 


SEND 10 CENTS 222.5 2346. 
If you are a devotee send us a eulogy. 


THE SURBRUG CO., 132 Reade St., New York 














* No,” DRAWLED the mayor of a 
Western town. “The boys had some 
money tied up in that bankrupt tele. 
phone company, and they just didn’t 
like the way the receiver was handling 
the business.” 

“Did n’t, eh?” commented the tour- 
ist. “Well, what did they do about it?” 

“Qh, they just hung up the re- 
ceiver.” — 7it-Bits. 
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CHEER UP!!! 
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CHEER UP! 
By Leighton Budd. 


Photo, Gelatine Print, 9x 12 fn, 


PRICE 25 CENTS 


Get a copy of this popular print 
and MAKE HOME HAPPY. 


aA 


This is but one example of the Puck 
PrRooFS. Send Ten Cents for new Catalogue 
with over Seventy Miniature Reproductions. 

Address PUCK, New York. 


295— 309 Lafayette Street 


Trade supplied by GuRELMAN PURLISHING Co., 
801 Third Avenue, New York. 
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Walks from Twenty-fourth Street to Eighty-ninth. 


“*I shall certainly complain to your employer.”’ 


AN ANARCHIST IN 


Discharged ! 


THE MAKING. 


Can you blame him? 








